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FOB the first time in his life Chang

Hoon has sat at table with ^
women of a race other than his g

own Celestial one. -5
It is an event unparalleled in the jhistory of the Chinese Umpire. 1

Chang Yuen Hoon is the n^w Min- 1
ister to the Court of St. James. (
Nephew of the great Li Hung Chang,
^niioici ux x' oreign Affairs in China
and chairman of the Board of Rev-
enue, he is a man of great wealth and
highest rank, even for China. His
Excellency has just visited this citywith two of his countrymen of vast
importance. One is Wu TingFang,the new Minister to
Washington. The other is
Chun Oitung, a clever 2
young Chinaman
eduated at ^ ^

v iit\

so m est * >ty
woman we have seen? *'O/h
Ah, the big one with the
voice!" It was Lillian Rus- * O/y
sell. Chang Yuen Iloon, China's
envoy to the Court of St. James,
and Wu Ting Fang, Chinese Minister
to "Washington, were in a box at the
Casino, watching "The Wedding Day."
I sat between tliem. looking out into the

crowded theatre, where I saw dozens of
handsomewomen. 1

"There are others," I said faintly.
Wu Ting Fang caught the whisper.
"Where?" he asked, with as much excitementas a well-bred American might J

have shown.
'

"There.here.everywhere. Don't you see

them?" j
"But we cannot see them. They have on f

big hats and they are even sometimes j
veiled. Then, too, they are so far off." he
complained like a child. "I would like
once" ( "
Wu Ting Fang's .eyes became radiant (

with enthusiasm. I saw that Chang Yuen ,

IIoon's eyelids trembled as he sat serious
and dignified. f
"You shall!" I cried. "I promise that ^

you shall. You shall meet half a dozen of
the haudsomest women In New York!"
"The Whirl of the Town" was in re- c

hearsal at the Casino. The orchestra was (

banging at their notes and the chorus was *

singing out of tune. J

"Would you like a prize for beauty?" I c

asked, introducing a hew note. r

"A bran new one?" cried Madge Lessing
with the air of one wlio had had many. 1

"Yes a foretell one. Who is that?" 1 >'

exclaimed quickly. It was so dark one a

could only see outlines, but tlie young g
woman's outlines were excellent.

"She's going to make a hit, Gertrude B
Zella Is. You just see if she don't."
Some agent or manager was recommend- q

ing her, so I added the name of Gertrude
Zella to my list. q
A burst of light and song greeted me s:

behind the scenes at "The Girl from Paris." n
It was Saturday night and the house was 1;
packed. Clara I.ipman had on all her war t<
paint, and she was just about to dash into
the glare of the footlights when I startled ^
lier with my beauty proposition. j
"'Heavens! I've nothing to wear," was a

all she said. But her husband. Louis 0
Mann, came to tlae rescue. ^
Virginia Earle, whom I sough't nest, was

timid and retiring. "Why me?" she said; c
"why?" And it took some minutes to convinceher. t

f-iff
:ngineer by profession, and now atachedas a secretary to the Legation
n Washington.
These three distinguished Celestials
unched last week at the Waldorf with J:ix of the fairest women of the New

Jfork stage. They consented to pass
udgment on the beauty of American
ivomen as represented by the examplesbefore them, and they
did so in a most artistic, ^
discriminating and
philosophical man- &
tier. What their

^ Jiudgment

f lirTi.; *,'s,

I [v

i e 11 d o in e ^/y.
Ynielia Somer- ^ A,*
"illo was resting **0'i
iftcr a thirty-mile *

walk. "I understand," ^
she said in deep contralto tyf
:ones, "you want all sorts.ail
ypes. Yes, I believe they said 1 /"
was an ideal Trilby. Xo, only five feet J

fight, I assure you.Du Mautler's idea of
ust the height for a woman; but all men

ire not artists. The Chinese have their
deas.well, they shall see me"

Margaret Robinson held between her lips
i cigarette. Her first remark was characeristicof hor.\ She blew the smoke reiectivelyout into the air; then she said:
'Ttv. n nitv mv sister. Anna, is not here."
So I had engaged my company. I select

dthe Waldorf for my mlse en scene and
'ood and drink for my properties. My
nvitations were Issued for 1 o'clock on a

ertain Monday. In a room pervaded by a

lelicate red glow calculated to show my
>eautles to the best advantage I waited,
leyond, down winding corridors, behind
urtained doors, their judges waited. The
epetltion of the word waited Is conscious.
As the clock's hands moved around to the

talf hour past 1, preceded and snroundedby a retinue of slippered Celestial
ttendants, 1 went to beg-of my Chinese
uests a few minutes' grace for my stars.
"Miss Clara Lipman!" I announced, with
fide, at fifteen minutes before 2.

The Minister put on his glasses, while
lhang, who, by the way, rarely smiles,
eaved a sigh. If one might Interpret a

Ihlnese sigh one might say it was one of
ntisfaction. Ilis eyes rested on Miss Lip-
inn's black hair and then, travelling slowYdownward, tliey paused again at her
petb.
"What Is It you say?" asked Miss Lip;an,quite forgetting that the stage of the
[orahl Square Theatre was some blocks
way, and that the curtain did not ring up
a '-'The Girl from Paris" untU some seven
ours later. ,

"He says.they say." explained Mr.
nun, "we think you are a. daisy!"
Miss Lipman shrugged her shoulders in
ruo French style. "A daisy.a common t

you will here read.
These Chinamen, be It known, ii

I heir own country, correspondinglyrank, say, to the Marauisof Salisbury, Mr.
Gladstone and the <f/
young Duke of

,-£$&,//
Marlborough

Uttlo I |daisy that
w o trample *<l /-) '

upon In the 0/f>fields! That Is all- 'A
tiiat is all that you
name me?"
The Envoy's face remained Inscruta

serene. He maintains that he understa
nothing except what his interpreter
plains. Chun. ,1o!ly. fat with good food
high office, grew red in the face with s

pressed laughter. AA'u Ting Fang explai
that women to a Chinaman are flowers.
"Their chief beauty is that they should

natural. AATe call you a daisy of the flel
nature's own product.the most vigorous
all the plants that grow. She, too,"
cried quickly, with a glance at stu
Madge Lcssing, "she, too, she is of
fields. AA'e call her, perhaps, the dandeli
Slio grows wild.you are wild.no?"
Madge blushed. "Well, once, you km

but, why.wRy.what do you mean?"
Meanwhile Wu Ting Fang had turned

eyes to the left. "Now, this one," he cri
Interrupting Chun, "Is of a different soi
"Amelia Somerville," I announced,tinctly.
"Somerville, Amelia, Sen," pried 1

Chun after me.
"She Is a lily.she bond on the stalk.:

sway In the wind"
"Shades of Dlxey's merry little'mount,

maid!" murmured some one who, for
vlous reasons, must bo nameless.^
As we entered the dining room a sc«

out of China suddenly appeared befi
us." Simultaneously from a table set ch
by ours, separated by the line of a sin
screen, rose a pile of small fragile flgur
Clothed in blue, black, gree.n, white, tl:
stood slightly bent in greeting to th
nnster. Their faces wore a look of def
;xitlal fear. Cbang Yuen Hoon war

. ;1. . *:Pis',

te§|^w 3*ttTs\ y/tWf$$mkurvAgdu/^ ^^\J|/\
hi 3 hand and tliey ail sank into their seats.
For the first time my guests seemed to

iL-iiuzo mat tney were in the presence ot
men of importance. Chang, in his white

1
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gown, embroidered with gold, became an

Impressive figure.
"How many of your suite do

you take to England with
you?"
fe "Oh, about ahundred,"heanswered.nouitchalantly,

Mir>v^f^?$S> ^jl

^ through

"They are his
_\^V" servants?" asked

Margaret Robinson, in
* an awo striken tone.

"They are aristocrats, all of
them.our best young men."

There was a murmur through the
room that seemed to say, "The great

nan is pleased." Every woman of uls felt
t.
On top of It Miss Robinson ventured:

'Tell rod what flower I am like."
The Envoy seemed only to glance in her

lirection.
"Ah, I am worth more than that," she

nnrniured, pouting.
"In our country it is tnot the custom

:<y* look long at the women," explained
'hum "It would be impolite to give more

han a glance to her who is not our wife."
"Here; I give you permission." And Margaretturned her liquid, soulful eyes upon
ho groat Ambassador. Thoy seemed to
lenetrate to the soul of him.
"'You are," cried Minister Wu, "you are

lie chrysanthemum. You are the heart of
i nation.the soul of it. The ehrysanthenumis our emblem. With the poppy it
nakes of our country a marvellous garlen."
"We name you the lotus," said Wu Ting

rang to Virginia Earle. "You are so young
-So young. You have bloomed onee only,
-low old are you?"
Miss Earle blushed and one might have
liought her quite unprepared when she
inswered demurely: "My m.other is just
hirty-five."
"Did I tell you you were the jessamine?"
he Chinese Minister broke oC5 abruptly,
ooking at Miss Zella. "You are pale like
;he jessamine. And you all love your hus-
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bands," the Minister repeated reflectively.
"You do not grow tired in your engagements?Strange! With us we make the
love after marriage. Better, rarli better."
"Now you, the emancipated woman," said

Wu Ting Fang, glancing about him, "are
you happy?"
"Well, I've got a veiy good part; you
might call it the lead, murmured Miss

Zella.
"I shall star next year," said
sj. Miss Bomerviile.

"Weil, if 'The Girl
%{%from Paris' hasn't

made a hit,.
rM lii-o to

" f ...

p « I I

Daiy'6
I.-£ Is the best

theat,.c in New

*-^V York," explained
G> Miss Earle.

<^X- "So.so, the emancipated
woman," cried Wu, and his

^ » keen little eyes travelled from face
to face. "How much salary do yon

get?"
If the apple of discord had been flung

in their midst the flutter could not have
been greater.
"it is like the question of age," explained

Chun. "In .one case the embarrassment is
how much to take off; in the other how
much to put on," and he chuckled as

though he had said something funny.
As he put down his glass he sprang to his

feet. The Impassive Chang had lowered
his eyelids. The long line of attendants at
the table near us arose to a man. They
stood elosejy huddled together, their eyes
fixed upon the features of their master. He
seemed calm, dignified, enigmatic.
"Too much new woman," said the frank

Mr. Wu, and we knew jhnt ^he great
Chang was about to disappear. * »

Under the glare of a candelabra of electriclights, in a high-backed chair, a longstemmedpipe between his lips, his feet on
a footstool, in an apartment richly and
plentifully tapestried, sat the powerful
Chang Yuen Hoon. A little belov^ him, his
feet crossed, caressing his knee,?, with a

reminiscent smile upon his face, was Wu
Ting Fang. Chan walked up and down
before us, a plain American cigar between
his lips. The conclave had begun.
"The lotus.how did you name her?.Ah

Earle Virginia Sen.Miss Virginia Earle.
she had one great advantage among several.She was the youngest.that is whj
we name her the lotus."
"But," cried Wu Ting Fang, "she has the

yellow hair.no, no, impossible." All the
raven-haired Chinese beauties of his life
time seem to pass in review before his
eyes. The great master in his armchaii
nodded his head over his pipe. He agreed
with Wu.
"And she was so pretty in the pink"

cried Chun.
"If it is clothes," I broke in, "what did

you think of Clara Llpman's gray gown?"
"I did not see it," said Wu Ting Fan®,
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For a moment or two be translated to
Chang.

":so, only see face," said the great potentate,shaking his head and pulling at
his pipe. "How old she?"
"Oh. very young, very young."
Chang shook his head, while Chun remainedsilent, an ominous silence. Then
Wu Ting Fang said: "She is married.that is fatal. A married woman <jan never
win the vote of Wu Ting Fang. Why?
Well, because.because"
"Because she belongs to another man!"

cried the Americanized Chun.
An attendant removed Chang's pipe, and

while he was replacing it with another his
lips gave forth "Dandelion."
"Madge Lessing," I cried.

"Pretty, yes, pretty," said Wu Ting
Fang.

Cliun drew furiously at his
cigar. "Ko, no, Lessing

Madge, she is pretty,
wJiHL n ^ut no beauty.

She is too
^ ^ ^ open eyed.

.- %" «/ not enough
:5̂cfc 0f tLe BPirlt"

2 H uelle. she Is
laughing, good-natured"

"Too much chin, saia Jing

V^v. Fang unconsciously lapsing Into

slang. "Ah, me want the fragile, the
lithe, the pale"
"The lily, the jessamine," I cried offeringAmelia Somerville and Gertrude Zella.
The two men smoked silently, even AVu

Ting Fang lapsed into reflection.
"Have you read Trilby?" I asked. "Well,

you know her feet?" Amelia's are like
them."
"Ah, so," Wu Ting Fang looked enthusiastic,while Chun once more became reminiscentof rules. "And her throat It slopes

from beneath the chin with a fullness. It
Is long and slender, It makes handsome
curves"
"The feet and the throat," translate

Chun from the lips of his master, "he says
too much of her."
"That is your fault," murmured Wu lookingat me reproachfully. "You made us go

to her feet."
"For an oval face and a rounded chin

how about the jessamine?" I cried.
"Ah, she was sweet; she would make a

good wife."
"Why, we have forgotten Margaret Robin

son," I cried.
"I have not," murmured Wu Ting Fang.

"The chrysanthemum!"
With cold decision Chun said glibly: "She

has the forehead twice as broad as it is
high, she has also the eyes long and ox.like. The eyebrows are curved against
all Chinese law, but in art, your art, one
sees them. Her nose.yes, it is a straight
line. Her mouth is neither pouting nor
"Hi., mc cue iit-imvr imcx nor turn,
they are vermilion, and the little furrow
above.it is somewhat hollow and lower
with pale roses," quoted Chun. "Yes," he
said coldly, "yes. she has symmetry.
"More than Miss Lipman?" I asked.
From the chair through the mouth of

Chun came. "Lipman, Clara Sen.her face
too long."
"There is no excellent beauty that hath

not some strangeness in the proportion,"
murmured Chun recalling his Bacon.
Chang Yuen Hoon moved an eyelash and

. "\Vu Ting Fang sang out:
"Somerville Amelia Sen."

, "Lipman Clara Sen." ,

"Lessing Madge Sen."
"Earle Yircmia Sen."
"Zella Gertrude Sen."p
"Robinson. Margaret Sen. Russell, Lillian

Sen. Fox. Delia Sen."
China's Envoy to the Court of St. James

turned dovit his thumb at the name Margftjaa*Ugo.iv '1 tbo xrxxtfit was
, cast." "

THE NEW WOMia. 1


